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about on a sea of doubts; she longed to help,
longed to understand in order to help. And
then she did not want to understand at all.
It was bad enough not to be able to believe
in God any more. She couldn't deal with
more than that. But he, she felt, had gone
far beyond that; he was lost in a dark forest
which she dared not even try to enter.

Yet behind all this she felt that the forest
was not real It could not be real. He
made it somehow, by his very efforts to escape.
It couldn't be worse than not believing in
God; it could only be more tangled. It
must be so, or why should he tell it all to her ?
He must believe that she would know about
all that was real in it. But these great
words . . .

She watched him as he stared out of the
window. The dull light suffused his face.
He was more like a woman than a man really,
more like a child than either.

" You're worried about something ? " she
said.

Again there seemed to him something
mocking in the simple question. He looked
round at her and smiled. No, the mockery
was not in her; it was in the words them-
selves.